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On volt bien que ma face
S'ecoule peu a. peu, Comme la froide glace
A la chaleur du feu. Et ne"anmoins la flamme Qui me brule et m'enflamme
De passion,
N'emeut jamais ton &me D'aucune affection.
Et cependant ses arbres,
Qui sont autour de moi, Ces rochers et ces marbres
Savent bien mon emoi* Bref, nen dans la nature N'ignore ma blessure,
Hors seulement Toi, qui prends nourriture De mon cruel torment.
Mais s'il t'est agreable De me voir miserable
En tourment tel, Mon malheur deplorable Soit alors immortel.
The last lines were hardly audible, as if the Queen were at the end of her strength, and at the same time the mandolin slipped from her hands and would have fallen to the ground had not Mary Seaton thrown herself on her knees and caught it. She knelt there for some time at her mistress's feet, gazing silently into her face, and as she saw that she was sinking deeper and deeper in gloomy abstraction, she asked hesitatingly :
"Did those verses recall sad memories to your Majesty's mind ? "
" Oh I yes," was the reply," they reminded me of the poor boy who wrote them."
" May I, without being impertinent, ask your grace to tell me who was the author? "
" Alas! he was a gallant, noble, handsome youth, devoted and impulsive, who would be protecting me today, had I but protected him then; but his forwardness